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€0 MINUTES LATER...

120 MINUTES LATER...




On an ordinary day, King
Bruce awoke in the royal
chamber.

After signing the peace treaty,
he left most of the state affairs
to his ministers. So he could
sleep in every day and lazed
around in bed as he wanted.




Feeling a bit tired from the same
sleeping position, he turned to his
side and hugged his body pillow.

Milo was his favorite pillow—
smooth-skinned, soft, and so pliable
that it could be molded into any
shape. His voice is soothing and
good for sleep.

600D MORNING,
MY KINE.




Half-asleep, the King's body
moved on instinct—his hips
slowly grinding forward, cock
nudging between Milo’s cheeks,
searching for that warm, familiar
place...

IT'S SO HEAVY... I CAN
BARELY BREATHE.../!

Before the King woke up,
poor Milo had to quietly
endure the dual pressure
from above and from
within. This could last for
1-2 hours.

Once inside, feeling himself being
enveloped, the King quickly drifted
back to sleep. Years of battles had
made him accustomed to falling
asleep quickly, anytime and
anywhere.




The King's cock rubbed against Milo's prostate
with every breath, the sensation building

S MINUTES LATER... inside him... Soon, he had a prostate orgasm.
He dared not make a sound, just lay there
trembling, eyes shut tight, silently praying
for the,King's morning arousal to end. But
thggthicl?cock«s‘t_'gggd buried inside, still
grindingdeepjjkeeping,his orgasm going.}

Milo came for the fourth time. He tried to distract
himself, slow it down—thinking about bloody
stories from the Legend of King Bruce, or imagining
coming home years later with bounty money to see
his family again. But none of it worked. His bod
30 MINUTES LATER... kept reaé’tingg, helpless against the way his pros:/ate
was being worked over and over. All he could do
was ride,it.out, drowning in wave after wave of
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Milo's mind was completely gone, brain blank
and spinning. A few times he forgot to breathe,
body limp and twitching. Luckily, all the good
food and strict training in the palace had kept
him fit—just enough to survive this without” «
passingloutifor;good.
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